DanganWonka: Introductions

“Makoto? Makoto! Come on, you got to wake up!” Makoto heard someone call to him, trying to rouse him from a deep sleep. Heavy eyelids refused to budge as the voice resorted to shaking the tired boy. “This isn’t the best time for a nap!” Makoto started to budge, rubbing his eyes as the delicate, feminine voice sighed in relief. “Finally. You were out like a light.”

Slightly groggy, Makoto picked his head up, everything in the room still blurry as Chihiro came into focus. “Sorry Chihiro…I must have dozed off.” He tried to shrug off the impromptu nap but he could tell by her frown there was more going on. “What happened? And…where are we?” With a quick glance around the room, it was easy to see this wasn’t the dorms. Dim lights flickered in the shadowy classroom. Aside from the windows being bolted with metal sheets, everything else seemed normal.

“As I was going to say,” Chihiro spoke, helping Makoto up from his desk. “The door’s locked and we don’t remember how we got here. You don’t think…this is some sort of test, do you?”

Makoto shook his head, stumbling as Chihiro caught him with surprising reflexes. “N-No…Why would the principal set this up?” She nodded with him, realizing there was truth to his words. “Wait, who all is ‘we’? Is Kirigiri here? Or Sayaka?” A loud, annoyed cough caught his attention from behind.

“I’m a little offended,” Celestia sighed, picking at her nails listlessly “That I wasn’t in your immediate sphere of concern.” The gothic gambler sat idly on a desk, starring Makoto down in annoyance. “Though I must say that I find it amusing you were more worried about the ladies than say Togami or that dunce of a fortune teller.” Sliding off the desk, Celestia looked around the room again. Makoto followed her gaze, picking up on something he missed the first time: they were not alone.

Makoto let out a hushed whisper to his friends. “You guys recognize them?” Neither said anything as they huddled together, not wanting to bring attention to themselves. “Maybe we should introduce ourselves…they could know more about this whole mess.” It was the only plan they had as they went in their opposite directions. Makoto approached a snoring figure, tucked away in the back. From the poor lighting, it was hard to tell anything about them but as his eyes adjusted to the dark, he could make out tanned skinned tone.

Asahina? His heart skipped a beat, dashing to this girl’s side. As he got closer, more details became clearer. Whoever this was, her hair was a lot messier than his swimmer friend and even though Asahina’s shorts were revealing, it felt like this girl barely wore anything. Snoring heavily and unladylike, the girl snapped to attention as Makoto bumped into her desk.

“WAAH!” She shouted, tumbling back off her chair. He tried to dive for her but was stunned at her agility, able to summersault to her feet without a hitch. “Why’d you wake me? I was dreaming about meat buns!” Makoto stammered an apology, unsure how to deal with this toned girl who left a slug trail of drool all over the table and her messy shirt, dripping from the sides of her lips.

“S-Sorry! I’ll leave you be.” He stammered, backing away from her as she inspected the sealed windows with the attention of a scrappy puppy.

Hoping the others had more luck, Makoto went to check on the girls. He saw Chihiro trying to console a smaller girl towards the front of the room, her sniffles filling the air. Poor thing. He thought, slowly approaching his friend to try and help out this kid. Something caught the back of his hoody, pulling him to a stop.

Glancing back, Makoto wondered how he missed the slightly taller boy sneaking behind him, hand clutching his hood. “Didn’t mean to startle you.” He said, his voice reassuring Makoto he meant no harm. “The name’s Hajime. Let me guess, you woke up here too right?”

“I’m Makoto…and yeah. Is your memory fuzzy too? Can’t remember how we got here.” Hajime nodded, the story sounding too familiar to him as he wrapped an arm around Makoto’s shoulder. Something bothered him though as Hajime introduced himself proper, as though the two had met somewhere before.

“You met Akane back there,” Hajime pointed behind him at the buff tanned girl who was trying to unscrew the massive nuts on the window. “And it looks like I saved you from meeting Hiyoko.” Makoto realized that the small girl with pigtails and the orange kimono was Hiyoko as Hajime nodded towards the front though he was confused by the wording.

“Saved? Don’t you want to check on your friend? It sounds like she’s crying.” Makoto’s confusion grew when Hajime stiffened a chuckle, shaking his head as he led him closer.

Stopping a short distance away from the two, Makoto picked up on the fact that the crying and hiccups were not coming from the seated girl. Looking closer, he realized that Hiyoko was anything but sad, scowling at Chihiro as the insults ran rapidly out her tiny yet fowl mouth.

“Jesus, quit blubbering. I’ve met pig barf who squealed far less than you.” Hiyoko barked, almost taking pleasure from the misery she caused. “Thinking I’m some frail little girl. Look at you, you’re pathetic you sissy. Why don’t you go sniff a fart or actually show a backbone?! You’re letting a girl half your size boss you around!” Chihiro sobbed, desperately trying to dry her tears before walking away to calm down. Hiyoko sat there, giggling in pride, a sneer across her face as if she was planning something. “Guess she’ll do since the cow turd isn’t here to mess with.”

Makoto felt his jaw go slack from the callousness of this bratty half-pint. “Yeah…” Hajime looked away, trying to pull Makoto’s attention away. “You’re best just ignoring her.”

“Makoto, a word please!” Celestia called, distracting the two from Hiyoko’s bullying, waving the two boys to the back row of desks. Standing above a sleeping girl, Makoto’s gambling classmate was obviously frustrated but there was more going on. “I’ve tried waking her again and again. I’m not sure if she’s okay. Or if she’s breathing.”

Rightfully worried, the final student in this bizarre classroom was slumped over the front of her desk, a pudding of drool that’d put Akane to shame covering the wooden surface. Celestia and Makoto leaned in, carefully listening for any sign of life from the comatose student. Hajime chuckled once again, pushing the two aside, making Celestia scoff at the gesture as he leaned in.

“Chiaki? I accidentally saved over your game file and ate the last hot pocket.” The girl grunted some, coming to as she slowly sat up, mumbling. “Did you want to play some Princess Party? Akane and Hiyoko are here too.”

The small girl nodded some, blinking as she looked up at the two new faces, cocking her head to the side as she waved while yawning. “Heellloooooo…. Hajime,” she said quietly, sleep hanging heavy in her eyes. “Did you really save over my Last Legacy IX file?” He shook his head as she puffed her cheeks some. “That wasn’t funny.”

“Sorry, but it was important that you woke up.” Hajime helped her to her feet, bracing her as she wasn’t at full strength yet. “There’s no time to nap just yet.” Chiaki let out a snore, her face buried in his chest as he sighed. “So, I think we should make sure we’re all acquainted now that everyone’s awake.”

Coming together in the front row, Makoto and his group introduced themselves properly before Hajime did the same with his friends. Of course, there were many more unanswered questions neither party could properly address.

“It’s weird…even though we all woke up here, no one remembers how…” Chihiro muttered, fidgeting some while avoiding eye contact with Hiyoko.

“I find it weirder that this is a classroom,” Celestia added, looking around the room once more. “You all said you're Hope’s Peak students too.”

Hiyoko nodded. “It’s what we said drill hair!” Celestia didn’t take kindly to her insults, staring her down ominously. “Hajime what’s going on? I wanna go home!” The brat turned on a dime, crying spigots from her eyes. Trying to console her, a bizarre laugh filled the room, sending shivers down their spines.

“Pu Pu Pu…little crybaby Hiyoko wants to know what’s happening? I’ll tell you!” The blackboard wall swiveled out, revealing a hidden panel as a lavish throne spun out into the room. The group of seven starred in bewilderment, unsure what to make of this girl. She was their age, her hair bundled up in pigtails as she wore a lavish purple suit jacket with matching purple-black skirt along with knee high boots. A peculiar black and white top hat sat on her head, red streak across one side as a near-identical teddy bear rested in her lap. “Welcome my lovely little guests! I’m certain you all have questions.”

“You can say that again! Who the hell dresses like that?!” Hiyoko barked, stepping forward. The evil Cheshire smile on the girl’s face made Hiyoko stumble backwards into Hajime’s arms.

“All will be revealed in due time!” She spoke, sitting up with her little bear. “My name is Junko Enoshima and I invited you all here to take part in a tour unlike any other!” Junko’s enthusiasm didn’t feel natural or sincere. Various sensations of doubt and uncertainty filled the group as their host continued on. "I create marvels and wonders which few appreciate. Though most of them can be found in sweets and treats my company makes. I know the children of Towa City enjoy them thoroughly!"

Akane heard the word 'treat' and instantly began to salivate. "Treats? Do we get samples? Is there a taste test part of the tour?" Junko nodded, prompting the gymnast to cheer eagerly. Even Hiyoko seemed intrigued despite being shot down only moments ago. Not everyone was buying the sales pitch Junko threw out there though. 

"Umm..." Chihiro pipped up, feeling awkward with everyone starring at her. "Do we have to though? You did kind of abduct us and whatever was in that sleep drug messed with our memories." 

Junko snickered, her devilish bear doing the same. "Hue hue...you think you have a choice in the matter. Since you are my guests during this party, you must follow my rules and do exactly what I say!" Any hope that this was some outlandish prank were dashed in an instant as Junko made her agenda clear. "Though if you can make it to the end, I'll be inclined to let you leave." 

"Let's just say we decide not to play ball." Celestia asked, not too keen on the idea of a demented tour. "There's nothing stopping us from sitting here and waiting for you to unlock the door. Like Chihiro said, none of us are too happy with being kidnapped." 

Junko's smile never waned, looking at though she anticipated this sort of question. “I’m honestly glad you asked that since my 'volunteer' from the last tour would have wasted her time. Monokuma?" Makoto and company jolted as the black-and-white bear sprung to life as button emerging from the floorboard. Snickering, the Monokuma pulled a comical hammer from behind him, slamming on the buzzer with glee. 

Before anyone could ask, a horrendous noise filled the air as the floor opened up, causing them to stumble back while Junko stood there unnerved. Screaming filled the room as an unseen machine chugged along, heaving something from beneath the classroom. Popping from the ground came a seat, resembling something one would see in a dentist's office and in it, a face Makoto couldn't mistake for anyone else. 

"Asahina!"

"Makoto!" She cried back, strapped to the padded chair as Junko was happy to showcase her helper as if she were a gameshow prize. Makoto's swimmer friend looked as scared as the rest of them, struggling against the leather belts that kept her in place. "You have to listen! This isnRRNNHH!" She barely had a second to speak as a translucent glass bowl clamped around her head, tube snaking up to the ceiling. Asahina's cries couldn't pierce the thick cage, pathetic moans and muffled whimpers was all they could hear.

"Yeesh, your friend is a screamer Makoto," Junko laughed, her thumb holding down a button that kept his friend trapped. "Now, as I was saying before I was rudely interrupted. If you decide to disobey the tour's rules, then your insubordination will be punished. Let's have a demonstration from our special helper!" Pushing another button on her belt, the plastic hose began to ooze with a thick red liquid as it gushed into Asahina's helmet. "I know she looooves doughnuts. And who doesn't love a good raspberry jam doughnut? Her chamber is filling with a special ultra-bitter jelly. I hope she likes it though it may cause her to suffocate!"

"Asahina!" Makoto rushed to her side but was blocked by Junko. Frozen in place, he watched helplessly as a sorrowful symphony of GULP GULP GULP filled his ears, Asahina's flat swimmer belly beginning to fill with the viscous filling. Makoto bit his lip, powerless to free her as she writhed in discomfort. Asahina did what she could with her limited freedom to take the edge from her punishment: griping the arms of the chair, slamming her knees together, even trying to push against her bonds with limited strength. "Let her go Junko!" His captor appeared to be taking his request seriously before giving a curt reply. 

"Nah! Although I'll make you a deal. Asahina won't drown if she keeps eating, isn't that right tubby?" asked Junko, slapping the taut gut, savoring the groans of pain and audible sloshing that came from her plaything. "And this goes for the rest of you so listen up! If any of you make it to the end, not only will I release Asahina from her sticky situation but I'll give you a prize unlike any other." Their doubts were natural however Junko wasn’t one to wait for an answer. “Of course, you can pull up a seat if you’d rather stay here and pig out.”

Uncomfortable silence loomed overhead, no one wanting to say anything lest it be taken for an act of defiance. Junko accepted this answer, leaving Asahina with her Monokuma while giving him specific instructions on what to do in her absence. Satisfied, she unlocked the door while beckoning the seven lucky students. 

“Alright, if you’ll follow me, we can get this tour rolling!” She cheered, her unnerving smile filling them with despair. One by one, they followed her out, bracing themselves for whatever madness lay ahead. Makoto was the last out as he heard a mournful whimper come from Asahina’s prison. 

“Makttt MMFFFHFHN Dungu MMFULP Isha ACKULP trNGG” Her minced words were barely audible, much less cohesive, as she was forced to suck down more sludge; gasping for any air she could find in her prison. Makoto tried to approach her but the Monokuma left behind spoke up. 

“You don’t want to be left behind!” He sneered, hopping on the distended stomach, making himself comfortable. “Unless you WANT to be punished! I'd be glad to help! Pupupupu” Makoto backed towards the door, glancing back only once to see a yoga ball sized mound jutting from Asahina’s torso slowly continue to swell; watching her belly button pop out in an attempt to make more room.                                         

“Don’t worry Asahina. I’ll get us out of this. I promise.” He said, trying hard to stay optimistic as he ran to catch up with the others. 

-------------------------------

So a few of you knew what was coming, but here we see what my recent poll was leading up to. It's time for Makoto & The Despair Factory (which was the alternate title but DanganWonka flows a bit better). After my attempt at a Love Hina Wonka story last year, I mulled about doing another try when the thought came that 'Hey, Dangan Ronpa Wonka would make for a more interesting read!'

I'm hoping to invoke the spirit of the Wonka Weeb-Lord tales has done before. Everything's planned out and, in case you're wondering, the order will be as followed: Chihiro -->Celestia -->Chiaki -->Akane -->Hiyoko & Hajime

I hope you guys enjoy this small intro as a taste of things to come!
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